The Burial of a Queen

(As in our Mermaid jest he still would sit)
Watching old Scarlet like a man in trance.
The sexton gulped his ale and smacked his lips.
" Work, you were saying ?" he croaked, " Ah, and

to spare,

We fills 'em faster than the spades can dig."
And, all at once, the lights burned low and blue,
Ford leaned right forward, with his gnm black eyes
Widening.

" Why, that's a maivellous ring' " he said,
And pointed to the sexton's gnarled old hand
Spread on that black oak-table like the claw
Of some great bird of prey.   " A ruby worth
The ransom of a queen 1"   The fire leapt up'
The sexton stared at him;
Then stretched his hand out, with its blue-black

nails,

Full in the light, a grim earth-coloured hand,
But bare as it was born.

" There was a ring 1
I could have sworn it I   Red as blood!" cried

Ford*
And Ben and Lodge and Drummond of Haw-

thornden

AH stared at him.   For such a silent soul
Was master Ford that, when he suddenly spake,
It struck the rest as dumb as if the Sphinx
Had opened its cold stone lips*   He would sit

mute

Brooding, aloof, for hours, his cloak around him,
A staff between his knees, as if prepared
For a long journey, a lonely pilgrimage
To some dark tomb j a strange and sorrowful soul,
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